CHAPTER    13

BETTER   THE   DEVIL...

I WALKED with an American friend through a street in Prague
and we saw, in a passing motor car, Lord Runciman, My
American, an embittered democrat and a staunch friend of the
Czechoslovaks, looked lugubriously after him and shook his head.
'I don't like this Runciman business/ he said. *I think it means
that the Czechs are going to be urged in a gentlemanly way down
the steep slope of concession and given a sharp push when they
are near the bottom. They are too naive to see the catch in this.
The military danger they understood and, since they mobilized
on May 20th, they have been ready to meet it and, if need be,
to perish fighting. This, in my view, is a greater danger to them,
Better the devil you know than the devil you don't know,*

'I saw neither horns nor tail/ said I.

Lord Runciman, his golf clubs atop of his ample baggage, an
English milor called in his seventieth year from a yachting cruise
on some sunny sea to produce a rabbit from the Czechoslovak hat,
to make a nice cup of tea out of the devil's brew that was boiling
in Danubia, had reached Prague a day or two before. My
American friend was not quite right. Some of the Czechs did
see what this meant for them. 'Are we now to commit suicide?'
asked one paper* *Must we sacrifice our democracy to make
Germany master of Danubian Europe?' asked another*

That was exactly what they were required to do*

The few weeks that Lord Runciman spent in Prague* studying
a question that has kept Europe at loggerheads for centuries,
now seem as remote as Qjaeen Victoria's jubilee, but as Ms report
WAS seemingly taken as the basis for the surgical operation
performed at Munich on a small country that we know nothing
about, and as this is going to have incalculable results for the
British Empire, the Runciman mission deserves a little space in

this book.
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